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sions came from other villages until there were finally
perhaps six or eight hundred men marching behind the
coffin and singing. Meanwhile water was passed freely
in stone jars, but no food and no other drink of any sort
was offered, since it is a point of honor that visiting guests
at a funeral must take no refreshments at the home of the
mourners.

Toward noon the marching and singing stopped.
Quickly and without ceremony six men went into the tent
with the coffin, thrust the body into it unceremoniously,
and, hurrying out with it on their shoulders, took their
places again in the procession. The veiled wife and
daughters pathetically waved a last farewell.

The procession wound down a steep mule-path, through
gardens, among trees and irrigated vineyards, to a tomb
on the mountainside. It was a solid vault about ten feet
square, built of stone, without door, window, or entrance
of any sort above ground. Two feet underground there
was a small opening, closed by a rude, flat natural stone.
It was necessary to dig a trench, uncover this stone, and
lift it away.

As the coffin lay in the trench, ready to be pushed
through the hole, a young man with a beautiful tenor
voice stood and sang like an angel. It lasted for perhaps
ten minutes. It was a series of variations on the two
words Allah Akbar, meaning "God is great," The crowd
now cried out: "May Allah accept his soul in paradise!"
There was a pause, during which every one looked toward
the elders; another pause and whispering among the
elders; then they all repeated quietly: "May Allah receive
his soul!" As Daoud explained It, the elders have the
right to withhold their prayer, and if the dead man's life